RALPH    RASHLEIGH
A bushranger came over and freed him from his tight bonds,
and led him over to the leader, who was seated on a mound at
the entrance of the cavern which was hollowed under the
great rock.
Rashleigh looked the man over, and understood why he of
them all was the leader. Physically he towered above his
companions, and there was that about him which told un-
mistakably of grim strength of purpose matching the physi-
cal power of his great frame. He carried two large pistols
in his belt, which he fingered as his captive approached.
"Stand off, and don't come any closer!* he said, with a
rasp in his tone.  'What were you in the lock-up for?'
"I gave myself up to complain of my master/
*Oh, you're the complaining sort, are you!' sneered the
other.  "Who was your master?*
*One Bob Arlack, of Airds/ answered Rashleigh.
'Well, and what did he do to you?'
'He wanted to starve me to death and work the flesh off
my bones.'
The bushranger looked him over contemptuously: 'Then
why the devil didn't you knock his brains in and take to the
bush?' he demanded. ^Wouldn't you like to be revenged on
him?'
"Why, yes, I would/ answered Rashleigh, 'if it could be
done without murdering him and his family.'
4Murder be blowed!' retorted the other. 'If it was me,
Fd set fire to the old brute's place and burn him and his as
easy as kiss my hand. What's the good of driven devils
like us being soft? Murder! Why, it's nothing but simple
justice/
The bitterness that lay behind his words was terrible, and
Rashleigh, remembering last night's horror, was glad that
he was not marked down for this brute's revenge. The recol-
169